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	1. Chapter 1

**Disclaimer: **Even though Leroux's _The Phantom of the Opera _is public domain, and this story looks strictly to the original novel for inspiration, I still feel obligated to say that I don't own it.

The marriage was not legal. Raoul had tried, but he needed more time than he had to persuade his brother to accept Christine. The Arctic expedition was looming over him. He could not wait for Philippe to see sense. Of course, they could have eloped to another country, but Christine feared the reaction of his family too much. She had tried to persuade him to wait until he was home again; he would not hear it. This was their compromise – a secret marriage known only to the two of them, and a sympathetic priest. When he came back, they could bide their time, and be married legally. Philippe would come around once he realized this was not a passing infatuation, and Raoul would marry Christine or marry no one. He had wanted to marry her since they were children. In the eyes of God, if not the law, it was done.

They were alone in her dark bedroom. He was glad her guardian was elderly – Mme. Valerius's imperfect hearing made it much easier for Christine to sneak him into their flat. He was still careful to be very quiet. They had considered telling the old lady, but her mind was slipping, and Christine was afraid she would forget and bring up their marriage to the maid, or to one of their acquaintances. Christine stood before him, wrapped up in a dressing gown, her hair hanging unbound. It reached the back of her knees. She was smiling shyly, biting her lower lip and looking at the floor. Even with the lack of light, he could tell she was blushing. He brushed his fingertips across the little curls on her forehead before resting his palm on the side of her face. She leaned into his caress with a contented little exhale, then looked up at him, stepping closer. They had kissed before, many times since they had first become engaged, but this was different. They were not married then, and she'd never been in such a state of undress in front of him. Since their reunion, he'd wanted to get his hands under her clothing, had thought about it almost constantly, and now it was an actual possibility.

Raoul knew what they should not do. It might not have been morally wrong any longer – but common sense dictated that it might be a bad idea, with the potential for very serious consequences, when he would be leaving in a little less than a month. As he slid a hand underneath her dressing gown to grasp a breast through nothing but a nightdress, and she welcomed the contact, his rational mind succumbed to pent up desire. Common sense would not stand against biology – for him, there was no point trying.

* * *

><p>Standing in front of him and feeling her face go very red, she wished she had paid more attention to some of the chatter at the opera. She might have learned something useful. Instead, all she had was a head full of vague ideas and uncertainty. As soon as he touched her face, she relaxed a little. This was her Raoul; she had loved him from the moment he'd run into the sea to save her scarf. She trusted him implicitly. He would never purposely hurt her.<p>

At first, she tried to keep her nightgown on, but he soon coaxed her out of it. Raoul had always been adept at getting his way, especially when it came to Christine. It was his smile; he had the most adorable dimple in his left cheek, and very nice teeth. She would do anything to make him smile at her, and his hands on her bare skin felt so right. She was surprised by how quickly she stopped caring about modesty.

Now she was lying in his arms, with one hand skimming his bare chest. Even with his mustache, his face was still boyish. His body, however, was not. He seemed older without his clothes, stronger, and more capable. She wished it would make her feel better about his upcoming departure, but it did not. No matter how physically strong he was, no matter how prepared, the Arctic was dangerous. She didn't want to think about the possibility that he would not make it back – but she knew how real it was. Maybe she should have taken him up on his offer to run away together, but she did not want to cause any more problems with his family, or to stand in the way of his potential achievements. She realized his brother would be furious if he found out what they had done, but Raoul assured her that the Comte would approve of her eventually. She gave herself no other option than to believe him.

Perhaps they had just been utterly foolish, but it did not feel that way. The act itself had hurt a little, and had been over just as she was getting used to it, but she'd never felt more connected to him. The intimacy of it moved her. The usual swelling she felt in her breast when she looked at him, or thought of him, was now magnified to an unprecedented level. Yet, she wanted nothing more than to cry, not for what she had just lost, but for what she would lose. She would not let herself, however. She would give him everything he wanted, and gladly. All they had was a few short weeks, and even though they considered themselves married, they had to sneak around as if they were doing something wrong. She would not waste a single moment of their limited time together with tears.


	2. Chapter 2

The performance was over, and Erik made his way to the lonely dressing room at the end of the hallway. He could here the mad crush of people outside Carlotta's dressing room, but he knew from experience that would not be the case where he was headed. He had long been in the habit of spying on the pretty girls in the chorus or the corps de ballet. It was one of the advantages of being the Opera Ghost. His old favorite was La Sorelli; he might not have thought she deserved her position, but she was a very well put together woman. That had changed the minute he had laid eyes on Christine Daaé a little over a year ago. There was something about the serious Swedish girl that spoke to him in a way the others did not. When he reflected upon his feelings, he decided that it had something to do with her innate kindness. Even before he knew how much attention she paid to the Opera's lesser staff members, to the little girls learning to dance, to the horses in the Opera's stables, he could simply tell that she had a kind heart. It was written all over her lovely features, and in her voice whenever she spoke. He liked to think she would even be kind to him, if they had cause to meet.

She was a good girl. He'd seen her with the Vicomte de Chagny a few times, but whatever was happening between the two of them did not appear to the be the same sort of thing that happened between, say, the Vicomte's older brother and Sorelli. Whatever intentions the young man had appeared to be completely honorable. Erik would have been jealous, but what was the point? He knew the boy would be leaving on an Arctic expedition soon, if he hadn't already left. Besides, he learned long ago that love and affection were things beyond his grasp. So, he had watched them kiss, listened to her breathy sighs, and filed it away for his later use.

His only negative thought about Christine was that her voice was a tragic mediocrity. She could have been great. The sheer potential was there, enough so that she had managed to get herself out of the chorus and into smaller roles. Oh, but he knew that she could do so much more if she only had proper guidance. He had long wished there were a way to teach her – to help her find the voice he knew was lurking inside. He was convinced that if he could, he would transform her into one of the greatest singers the world had ever known. Then, she would be so grateful, that perhaps she would be willing to overlook his many abnormalities... He stopped himself from that line of thought. It only made him sad to think about these things that would never be. At least she had her own dressing room, where he could watch her without being distracted by the inane chatter of the other girls. That would have to be enough.

He arrived before she did and peered through the tiny convenient hole in the wall into her room. The opera had begun showing Faust again, and she had been a lackluster Siebel, more so tonight than usual. The only truly redeeming thing about her performance was how adorable she looked in her boy's clothes. When she finally entered with her maid, he took a moment to appreciate how her costume showed off the lower half of her body in a way that women's clothing never could. She certainly could never pass for a boy in the real world. She plopped herself down in front of her vanity in a movement that seemed atypically unladylike. She wiped the grease paint from her face, as the maid fussed with her dark blonde hair. The two chatted amiably about nothing in particular. Without her stage makeup, he thought she looked very tired. Her face lacked its usual color. Once she was fully dressed, Christine asked to be left alone.

She opened her purse, and pulled out a plain gold band which she slipped onto her hand. That was a new development – or at least one he hadn't noticed before. It was a thin ring, and if he hadn't seen her put it on or take it off before, it was possible it had escaped him. He did not pay much attention to her hands. For the first time, he felt a twinge of jealousy over this woman to whom he had never spoken.

She turned to examine herself in the full-length mirror, and broke into tears. He'd seen her cry before; it made her eyes look more intensely blue. She was still quietly mourning her father, but this was different. These were not a few silent tears that stopped almost as soon as they started. She sobbed until she was gasping for air,and crumpled up on the floor. She picked her head up, and then slammed it into the floorboards. Again and again she repeated this action. She was going to seriously harm herself if she did not stop, and have a very nasty bruise even if she did.

He knew what had to be done. He mastered his nerves, and threw his voice, commanding and strong into the room. "Christine Daaé! Stop that at once!" She sat up, startled out of her tears. She was clearly both frightened and embarrassed. Erik fought the urge to laugh at the expression on her face. Instead he continued speaking, "You'll hurt yourself, you foolish woman." And it was done. He'd just given Christine a brush with the Opera Ghost, another story to be added to the tales of Box Five, the apparition in gentlemen's clothing, and the scene shifter's death at Debienne and Poligny's retirement gala. It might even help these new managers to fall in line – and he certainly needed the help. He didn't like resorting to outright theft for his salary. If things continued as they were, he would soon be required to do something drastic. Christine wasn't some flighty 15-year-old ballet girl, or an eccentric box keeper to be dismissed out of hand, or even someone who had a reputation for gossip; maybe she would be seen as a more credible witness.

"I – I'm sorry," she sputtered, nearly jumping to her feet.

He couldn't stop himself from laughing this time, but it was not unkind. "It wasn't my head you were banging against the floor, child."

It was hard to tell with her face red from crying and her bruising forehead, but he believed she was blushing. A warm, tingling feeling spread through Erik's chest; he was not used to making women blush. Even in her current state, he found her painfully attractive.

"Who are you? Where are you?" she inquired, looking around the room.

"I think you know," he replied, waiting with anticipation for her embarrassment to turn into fear.

He was not disappointed. She went from red to pale. Her eyes grew wide and she began to tremble. "It can't be. Why now?" Her voice was shaky. "Why after all this time? How do I know this isn't someone playing a trick?"

Had she been waiting for the Opera Ghost to speak to her? Surely she knew that speaking to the performers was not his usual modus operandi. What an odd girl... "Why not now? I've never seen you in danger of hurting yourself before. And," he threw his voice at her from a different direction, "It is not a trick." Then, directly into her ear, he whispered, "Could a mortal man do this?"

Her mouth was now gaping open; she appeared to stop breathing for a moment. Then she collected herself. "What about when Father died?" she questioned. "Why didn't he send you then? No, I can't believe you... But your voice..." She trailed off. He did not answer immediately, because he realized that whatever she thought he was, it was not the Opera Ghost.

Finally, he responded, "Believe or disbelieve whatever you would like. It does not change what I am."

She wrinkled her forehead, and then appeared to think better of it, pressing a hand against it and then quickly pulling it away. "So you've come to teach me to sing?"

He could not believe what he had just heard. Here was his opportunity. "If that is what you wish," he replied. If only he'd known she'd been waiting for a disembodied voice to teach her, he would have approached her months ago.

She nodded. "If you are who you say you are, then sing something for me, or play something. A beautiful speaking voice alone proves nothing."

Erik smiled widely beneath his mask. She'd complimented him. Even though his voice was not warmed up, he knew his limits, and he knew that he was a far better singer than anyone who had ever graced the Opera's stage. He launched into "Salut! Demeure chaste et pure" because Faust was in his head. Besides, he thought, let her compare Fonta's rendition to his. There was no contest. By the end of the unaccompanied cavatina, she was kneeling in front of the mirror with her eyes closed, looking for all the world as if she were having a deep religious experience.

He let her sit for a moment, before saying, "So, do you wish to have lessons?"

"Yes," she answered without hesitation.

"Since you have no rehearsal tomorrow, and it is very late, meet me here at 11:00. Usually, we will begin earlier."

She rose unsteadily on her feet. "I will be here."

"Goodnight, Christine," he said softly.

Before exiting the room, she turned and looked around with a furrowed brow. She shook her head, and closed the door behind her.

What had he just done? He was torn between laughing giddily and vomiting with nervousness. Erik's fantasies had always been just that. Now that one of them was the smallest bit closer to becoming reality, he wasn't sure he could handle it. It felt like someone had just taken a sledgehammer to a wall inside of him, and who knew what would be released from the other side. It was wonderful and dangerous.


	3. Chapter 3

Christine hardly slept that night. Her thoughts of Raoul were accompanied by a mix of elation and skepticism over the Voice. Despite how late she had arrived home, she rose early. The first thing she did was check her forehead in the mirror – it looked truly awful. She didn't know what trick she could possibly use to make herself presentable. She couldn't quite understand the impulse that had driven her to smack her head against the floor. Whatever it was, she did not want to think about it too closely. There was no performance that night, but the bruise would not be gone by the time there was. In the meantime, she styled her hair to cover it as much as possible. She would have to tell people she'd walked into a wall, or some other white lie, and hope it was faded enough to cover adequately when she had to be on stage again.

Once she was satisfied that she couldn't do anything more for her appearance, she went to talk to Mamma Valerius. It was true that the old woman was not nearly as sharp as she used to be, and Christine could never let slip what had happened with Raoul, but surely she could still trust Mamma's advice on what had happened the night before. Since her father's death, Mamma had been her adviser in all things spiritual. Even with her slowly deteriorating mind, she would know the gravity of such a thing, and stay quiet... And if she did not, she most likely would not be believed. Christine was very aware of how ridiculous the story would sound to most people.

"Good morning, Mamma," Christine greeted her, kissing her cheek before sitting beside the bed.

"What happened to your head?" Mamma asked. She reached a frail hand forward and touched Christine's bruise.

Christine winced. "It's nothing; I was clumsy and walked into a door frame."

"Repeatedly?"

"No," Christine smiled, near giggling at her adoptive mother's incredulity.

"I haven't seen you smile in days," she observed.

"Because... Oh, maybe you will think I hit my head too hard," the young woman began animatedly explaining what had transpired in her dressing room the previous night. She was very careful not to utter the phrase that had been in her head since the moment she first heard the Voice. She did explain the impossible beauty of his speaking alone, and how when he had sung, she thought she could die quite happily. It had actually made her physically ache. She wished that the Voice had feet, so she could throw herself at them, and proclaim that she was not worthy. "And Mamma," Christine concluded, "He has said he will give me lessons, and I should be there today. Should I go? Have I gone completely mad?"

"You are not mad! Of course you should go; your father did say he would send the Angel," Mamma Valerius reasoned.

"But why did he wait so long? How do I know it's the Angel?" Christine asked.

"I imagine time runs differently in Heaven, if there is time at all. Don't doubt your own senses - you said yourself that the voice was like nothing on Earth. Who else could it be?"

After that conversation, Christine went to meet the Voice, feeling it was more probable that the Angel of Music had come to teach her than that someone was playing an elaborate trick. She knew of no way voices could move around a room of their own accord, and she knew of no voice that sounded half as sweet as the one she had heard the night before. She arrived early, sat down on her fainting couch, and waited while fidgeting nervously with the fabric of her skirt. She began to hear the voice singing softly from somewhere. Just to be sure, she went into the hallway so she could check the other rooms. As she had suspected, there was no one around. She returned to her room, her hands pressed to her chest as though she could slow the the excited pace of her heart by applying pressure. The Voice grew closer until it was directly beside her. She wanted to try to touch it, to see if there were some tangible force in the room with her, but she left her hands where they were for fear of looking foolish. When the singing stopped, she felt as though she had just lost something precious.

She wanted to beg for more, but before she could find the words, the Voice greeted her, "Good morning, Christine."

"Good morning," she replied, and summoning all her nerve continued, "May I ask you a question?"

"Certainly."

She took a deep breath. "_Did_ my father send you? Are you the Angel of Music?"

"Of course, dear child." Something in the tone of his response made her believe that he was smiling as he answered. Hearing that gentle smile, the affection evident in that unfathomable voice, both set her at ease and fostered a sense of awe akin to what she had felt when she first heard him sing.

It was much easier to accept the lessons after that reassurance. As much as she did not think she was worthy of the attention, she was grateful and enraptured. She had doubted the Angel; she had doubted her father. It terrified her to admit it, but at times she had even doubted God. All that was changed. Her faith in all three was reaffirmed, and she was deeply ashamed of her doubt. Feeling the need to confess to him, by the end of the first week, she had told the Angel as much. She was terrified that he would end his contact with her then and there, but he surprised her.

"What do you think Jesus meant by saying you must become as little children?" The Angel inquired, then answered his own question, "Children question everything."

"You are not angry?" she asked. "You will still teach me?"

"Why should I be angry? Of course I will still teach you," was his response.

She was so relieved she could have cried.

If she had still doubted in the slightest, her trepidation would have been eased by her own progress. It was immediately apparent that the Angel understood her voice in a way that no one else ever had. She could already detect a noticeable difference.

"Those amateurs at the Conservatory obviously had no idea what they should have been doing with you," the Angel complained to her.

"But they are only human," she reminded him, "You can hardly hold them to your standards; that's not fair."

"I suppose I should be simply be happy they didn't do any irreparable damage, though it is very annoying to have undo all of their incompetence, as well as fixing your bad habits." His grousing sounded so completely mortal that she found it amusing.

Christine threw herself into singing with a passion she hadn't known she'd possessed. The lessons were her only distraction from thinking about Raoul, but it was apparent that even the Angel could not keep her tumultuous emotions entirely at bay. She worried about Raoul to the point of dizziness, and it was exhausting her. At three weeks in, she had one letter from him, penned the night before he left - hardly an indication of how things were fairing. She wrote him letters every day, but so far she had only sent the first one. She was afraid she would seem like a lunatic if she sent all she had written, so only the letters she deemed truly important would be sent. It wasn't as if he would be receiving mail once he was in the Arctic Circle anyway. She considered sending him a letter about the Angel, but other than a brief mention of a new instructor in her first letter, she decided that was a tale best told in person. Instead, she wrote mundane things about her day to day life, about how much she loved him, and kept the letters to herself. Perhaps she would give them to him upon his return.

She tried to be reasonable by telling herself that the Angel of Music was her personal proof that God was watching out for her. If God was watching out for her, then God must be watching out for Raoul. It only made sense. She attempted discussing it with the Angel, but whereas he was generally quite patient with her, the subject of Raoul seemed to annoy him.

"You are worrying far too much," the Angel scolded her. "If God takes care of the sparrows, surely He will take care of Raoul as well. Where is your faith?"

She'd hung her head, and blinked tears from her eyes. She was ashamed of her anxiousness and a bit hurt by his rebuke.

"Don't cry, Christine," he said, his voice gentler now, "I did not mean to upset you. It is only that excessive worry does no one any good. Concentrate on your music, instead of your fears. It is a gift that will help you if you let it."

She dried her tears. "I'm sorry," she sniffled. "You see? I am not worth your trouble."

"That is for me to decide," he replied.

She had been instructed not to incorporate any of the Angel's teaching into her performances, and she was very careful to do as he said. Even with her old techniques, she thought her performance was better that night than it had been. She had made an effort to concentrate more on the task at hand, and her acting did not suffer as it had before. She wanted the Angel to be proud of her. When he was pleased, he would sing or play the violin for her. She needed him desperately that night. After she was back in her own clothing, she sent the maid away, and hoped the he would come. She was not disappointed.

"Your concentration is improving." The voice that met her ears sounded pleased.

"Thank you... I think it was your reassurance that Raoul is being watched over," she answered, then hung her head, afraid he would be annoyed with her for bringing up the subject of her husband again.

"Dear Christine, she has so much on her mind," the Angel said. "Shall I play something for you before you go home?"

"Yes, please!" she agreed enthusiastically. She sat at her vanity, elbows resting on the little table, and her chin in her hands. She closed her eyes. "The Resurrection of Lazarus," imbued with more passion and played with more skill than even her father had possessed, filled the small room. Her longing for her father, her distress over Raoul's departure, her concern over Mamma's health – these things would not go away – yet, the Angel, and his music, soothed her troubled soul. If only he could cure it, she thought, as the tears rolled down her face. That was too great a task, she knew, even for a divine creature like himself.

**Note: **Thanks for the reviews, follows, etc. If you didn't do any of those things but are still reading, I appreciate that was well.


	4. Chapter 4

When his brother had initially secured the appointment aboard the _Requin,_ Raoul had been very excited. Since he was a little boy, he'd always wanted to have some grand adventure - to be the hero. It was the reason he'd rescued Christine Daaé's scarf from the sea one windy afternoon. Well, that, and because he'd been desperate to meet her after hearing her sing. Now, because of her, he could not muster any sort of enthusiasm for the expedition; not that he blamed her in the slightest for his apathy. As much as he sincerely hoped there were survivors of D'Artoi's expedition, he no longer had the desire to be counted among their rescuers. His only concern with the voyage was that things progress as quickly and as smoothly as possible. He had too much to live for to risk suffering the same fate. He wondered what sort of person would possibly care about adventure when it meant he must leave behind someone like Christine. Once he was home, he wasn't going to let her out of bed for at least a month. He was not sure how that would work with their secretive arrangement, but he would find a way. There was plenty of time to plan, especially since he did not feel like making much of an effort to be social.

Raoul was the youngest of the 35 men aboard the _Requin_. He was an adequate sailor, but he was severely lacking in experience compared to the rest of the crew. The selection process had been grueling. There had been countless applicants slowly whittled down to the best and most qualified. Every other person aboard was someone who had earned their place. He was only accepted because of his brother's influence, and everyone knew it. He could feel their eyes on his back. Before Christine, he would have viewed their judgment as an opportunity to prove himself. As it was, he thought they were right, and wished himself home.

He wondered what the others would think if they knew that in the last few weeks of his furlough, he had begged his brother to use that same influence to get him out of it. The definitive and final conversation had taken place at breakfast two days before Raoul was to depart. He made one last effort, but was denied again.

"Absolutely not," Philippe had said, "It's far too late to try, and we've been through this; I went to quite a lot of trouble to get you on that ship. Now you would give it up, and for what?"

"You know what!" Raoul retorted.

"Yes, I do," Philippe sighed. "She's just a girl. Maybe she will be here when you come home. Maybe she won't be. It doesn't matter - there are plenty of pretty girls in the world. I don't know why you insist on behaving as if she were the only one."

"I love her! You know I'd marry her immediately if you'd stop being so stubborn." Raoul trembled slightly as he lied, and hoped his brother thought it was his anger.

"You are not marrying her. You are not damaging your career for her, or any other woman. Is that understood? This is a silly infatuation, and it will pass. Now please, and I understand that this is a difficult request at your age, stop being ridiculous."

Raoul glared at him. To think that Philippe had encouraged his pursuit of Christine in the beginning, only to become angered by it the moment he had discovered the depths of Raoul's affection for her. It was infuriating.

Philippe lowered his voice and leaned closer to him, "And don't think for a moment that I don't know what you've been doing, sneaking off at night."

Raoul blanched.

"Yes, little brother. I know exactly where you've been. I'd congratulate you, if you didn't insist on attaching some kind of grand, romantic importance to it."

"How dare you?" Raoul rebounded. "I won't let you sit here and imply that Christine would ever do anything she shouldn't. She's not like that."

Philippe quirked an eyebrow at him. "So what have you been doing?"

"Not what you're implying," Raoul said, fighting tears. He did not want to cry over her in front of his brother, especially not now. "It's just that I went so long without seeing her, without knowing where she was, or if she were alright. And now you want to separate us again."

Philippe softened his voice. "It's not about separating you. You were committed to this before you found her again. You'll see... Once you are there, on the ship, that this is what is best. You will forget about her."

"No, I won't."

Raoul knew his brother loved him, loved his sisters, had loved their parents, but he wondered if he had ever actually _loved_ someone. Occasionally, he thought that perhaps his brother did love Sorelli in some small way, as he was only too willing to wait around in the foyer holding her gaiters like a sop. Then, Raoul would think better of it. Whatever was between the two of them, it wasn't enough for Philippe to be willing to give up anything. It almost made Raoul angry on her behalf, but he did not know her well enough to have the slightest idea how she felt about it. Perhaps she was using his brother just as he was using her.

As much as Raoul wished he had not left with that conversation hanging between them, he would not back down just to please Philippe. He had nearly started a letter to Philippe with the assertion that he had yet to forget to Christine, but quickly thought better of it. At the moment, he was attempting to write to her. He would be able to get a few letters off before they were too far away from civilization for normal communication. But what could he possibly say to her? He did not wish to make her feel guilty or responsible for his current state. And even to his lovesick mind, filling up an entire letter with nothing but expressions of love seemed like a waste. Whatever he wrote to Christine, he wanted it to be interesting, worth reading. He pulled out a photograph she'd given him along with a lock of her hair. He stroked the hair with his thumb, admiring the way the dim light played on it.

The door creaked, causing him to jump. Before he could hide the picture and lock of hair away, his bunk mate was looking over his shoulder. "She's quite pretty."

Raoul flipped the letter over, hiding what little he had written. Unsure if he should put the picture away or leave it out, he turned to face the other man. At 27, Albert Marion was the second youngest person aboard the _Requin. _He was the ship's second engineer, and Raoul felt wholly unnecessary next to him.

"I didn't mean to startle you," Albert apologized, though he sounded mildly amused. "Who is she?"

"Her name is Christine," Raoul replied softly.

Albert nodded. An awkward silence passed between them. Raoul had always struggled to make conversation with people he didn't know well. "So," Albert continued, "How did you meet her?"

"I... well... We were friends when we were children," He didn't want to go into the entire story of the scarf and the sea. "I hadn't seen her in years, and we met again in Paris..." He wasn't about to divulge more information to this man he barely knew, but from the way Albert was looking at him, it seemed as though he were expecting more. "I'm trying to write to her, but I'm not sure what I should say. A day to day account could not possibly be of interest to her. Nothing of import has happened yet. If I had a good story to tell her, she'd like that, but nothing comes to mind." It was so much easier to write to Philippe and his sisters. He didn't care so much about what he said to them.

Albert shrugged. "You could always make up something, if you're so eager to impress her. She won't know the difference."

Perhaps with someone else, that would have been an option. With Christine, Raoul did not think it was a good idea. Even though they had been children, it still made him uncomfortable when he thought about how eager she had been to believe in korrigans. She had even claimed to see them, though he knew she had trouble seeing things in the distance. He'd wanted to believe in them, too, but not so much as to claim to see something that was not there. No, Christine was not someone who needed to be told any tall tales.

"I don't think she'd appreciate that."

"Then write about the boring things" Albert recommended. "People are usually so happy to have a letter from someone at sea, that they don't care very much about what it says. My wife keeps every letter I send her, no matter how dull it is."

He hadn't known that Albert was married; that information made Raoul take his advice more seriously. It also made him wonder what had possessed Albert to vie for a position on a dangerous expedition, but he would not ask. That was not the sort of question to ask a person one barely knew.

He sent off his boring letter at the first opportunity, and was pleased to have a letter from her. She was well, as was Mme. Valerius. The Opera was as it always was. She had a new vocal instructor whom she quite liked. Her news was nothing more earth-shattering than his own, but he was glad to have it. He read it again and again. He would have slept with it, but was too afraid someone would find out. She would most likely feel the same way about his letter, he reasoned. He was slightly bothered by the news of the vocal instructor. He wasn't jealous of her spending time with another man in a strictly professional capacity, it was just that she would have to give up the stage when he returned. For his own sake, he didn't care if she sang on every stage in the world. But if she were ever to win over Philippe, it would be necessary. He could not shake the guilt that welled up in him. She should not have to give up her father's dream for him or anyone; it wasn't right.

**Note: **Thanks again for reading. I appreciate every follow, favorite, review, etc. (Especially my extra-special guest reviewer.)


End file.
